HONGKONG—MACAO
challenge us. It was lucky that the A.D.C. was well in
front, and could give the password before any misunder-
standings arose.
General Chang Tschen has assigned us a room in one of
the commandeered houses of the village. It is still fur-
nished with tables and stools; in the corner stands an im-
mense lacquered Chinese bed. It feels very hard, and we
prefer our own. Chiang has just put them up. He himself
is going to sleep on the table. This evening he seems de-
pressed. He got terribly bumped during his ride and is
now feeling very stiff. Also he was scared, we think, at the
prospect of visiting the front line tomorrow: we have re-
assured him by saying that he needn't come with us. This
may also ease our way in negotiating with the officers, for
Chiang does all our interpreting here, and he isn't above
editing our requests and the Chinese replies.
A soldier has just been in to warn us not to go outside
our own yard during the night. A sentry, as he put it,
might make a stupid mistake.
I am beginning to feel an extraordinary affection for
my bed. It gives a kind of continuity to this whole jour-
ney which is very reassuring. No matter whether we are
sleeping at the Consulate or at Dr. MacFadyen's, or in
this hut, it is always the same bed—and so I am always
at home.
March 28
Woke soon after dawn to the crowing of a rooster, the
braying of a donkey, and the chirping of a tame cricket
which hangs in a little cage outside the door. During
breakfast we continued our argument with two of the offi-
cers about the proposed front-line visit. 6If you go', said
one of them, as though this were a startling and final ulti-
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